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CHAPTER XXVL
HOMAS led the way through
the ball and up the stalr,
"Which room will you look
- at oirst, =ir?™ be nsked
“Let

us see Mr, Tremaine's room

Brst™

“Yery well, sir,” sakl Thomas, and
opencd a door and stood aside to let
Us pass

There was nothing at all extraomli
nary sbout the room It was Inrge
well Hehited, well v
nisked—just the sort of
would natur oxpect

Iuxurious conntr
Godd fres
he went to
it and steppasd out
He walked al
oend thie honvs were,
took a look at them nnd fually ceme

back to the window

of the wimd

Wiy

Creepers

“That's allL” he sald, as he stepped
through uve the roo “Or course |
dida’t expect o find anything b

friend s much too cles

nappli ! i

this ¢

Mr. Tremslue bad the
“Ven sir’

Godfrey sat down at It

easuring

the distanee fron t 10 the window
“Lester i sald I wish you'd go
out and cowe up the walk and see If
I ran down the stalirs and 4'd as he

directed, but could catel not & gllmpse
of 1

“Well?™ he enlled down. « e
e opor

“I can't see Fou nt & Y matd

“1 thought = Come up ngals

He was sitting again at the table
when 1 opened the

Godfrey opencd it and slepped oul upon
the balecony
for any one on the

to sée the person sitting

quite Impossible
groumd outside

at it. Yet Dim le stated distinet]y !
that he saw T the !
table writing wle s hig rom |
that mysterious walk What would

You argue [rom thaty"

*That Tremnlne hnd moved the table
nedrer (o the window.™

*And why should be do that ¥

“To get u better light, perhaps,™ 1
veuturel

“He might bave done it in the day-
time, 10 get o better light, bat at
nlght e wonld get a mwuch worse one
over there hy window than bhere
The lights, yvou'll observe, hang from
the center of the celling™

“Then be did 10" 1 sald, “in order
that e might be seen from ootside”

“That's it Not only that he might
be seen, but that Drysdale might see
bim. I wouder if this s the kind of
paper he wrole ont™

“We keep a supply of It in all th'
guest rooms, sie,” volunteered Thomas,

Godfrey took It up and looked st it

the

It was a plain white lineu of good
guality, with the word *“Edgemore™
€mbossed In Llue at the top. There

were also on the table pens, an Ink
stand amd two or thiree blotters, He
turned the blotters over, but ouly oue
of them sbowed any sign of having
besn used, aud the marks on it were
very falut, yet they seemed to Interest
Godfrey. He Lent over them with puz-
gled face, Then he got out a llttle
magulfying glass aud studied them
again,

“Lester,” bhe said, at last, *I wish
you'd take n look at this” and he
pushed the Dblotter and ginss toward
me. "“What do you make of 1t?

1 gazed through the glass at the
marks, but for & moment could make
nothing of them. Then they resolved
themselves iuto a string of letters
marching backward, fairly distiuct at
one end, but fading away to nothing-
mess at the other,

“Somebody secms to have been serib-
bling a lot of disconuectad letters on a
plece of paper,” I sald, at last. “[ can't
make out any words. The letters seem
to be mostly B's and G's—yes, and
bere's an 1."

“Thomas,” sald Godfrey, “will you go
dowu and ask Mr. Delroy If he has a
sample of Mr. Tremaine's handwriting,
and, if so, If he will Jet us see it for a
moment ¥

Thomas went out fustantly and 1
looked at Godfrey in surprise.

“Yon think those marks have some

Godfrey drimmed absently on
table and stared out of the window,

the

“1 don’t know." he answeresd, “but
In an lavestigntion of this kind no
maint Is too smull to be lmportant
We've ot to exnmine everything,

welgh everyvthing, pile up every little

atoan of evid . i we espect to tip

the =enle In direction, It's very
proba 1ine never mude
these k f be A, they
probal 2 o signitien Itut In
uwny 3 harm to
make sure; and, beskles, 11 like to see
A rample of his handwriting, just for
; the handwriting of a4 man
ke hat t interesting Ah,
liers “I
“Mers said T nnw
Goidfrey ape wl glaneed nt 1y
contents
"He's a goodd penman,”™ he sald: “soe
Lester,” and e handed me the sheet
‘bt n fMerent hand Ir
the I ] * d hy Tor
and s
L
1 t A man

sain for n moment,

ed It up and handed it back to
I Ir. D will want It

!
8 se? AMr. Dirysdale's

I

A ol {r the table I no-
gLl bieid the blotter |
| maw I pince It cure
" pocket After all
L soine lwportance
I'ls wl had vreupled
by D i rpart of
e sreat dis

ar Ah ol frunk stood o the mid

sirewn

1ing

» laade

anything
' rights,” ex
ogetienlly, *“till
we might.
bad
-tily when bLhe
il of the
i was in
€l Urainiined In care
that might

coroner after

ry=ilile

evidently dida't
1 that night.

Al ludicated n pile of cliga-

spend
observed

wapaed igh on an ash
Lok el e most have bad
iy problem to wresile with

wiy abwut the room,
‘ ything keeuly rut
He stood gazing a
v long ‘ Fhie Lin

»
liary “ 8 pleklng
which lay there. “So
Jn't get It Well, 1
ve hie doesu't have
it lu his hand, and 1
w It upted him, Per
iy the very key which he

But in o
it unopencd

1 vain!

into

. fool to make promises.”™
he o I, with a wry smlle, and
sat down at the table. “Helio, what's
thisy” 1 added suddenly, and, stoop-
ing, h rotn the wastebasket
Dealc Lo fruginents of A cane,

It was Cale « inly of at least
ordi strength, and y=t it had been
broken into Lalf a dozen picces and
Lhurled the basket

softly to himself, Godfrey

Whist!ing
«1 It m then he bent

¢ toineut;
* basket and examined the

re
mainder of its contents plece by plece,
There were soer I jas of letters, a torn
envelope, a crumpled sheet of paper—
Le sp

1€ to his feet with a cry of
trivumph nud waved it In the alr,

“I've fouisl I e orfed, his face
beamiug. “I've found it, Lester!™
“Found what®™ 1 questioned, more

aod more astoulsbed, for Godfrey was
usually master of Lis emotions

“Ah, Lester,” he coutinued more
calmly as he smoothed It out carefully
an the table, “this tkes a lot of con-
ceit out of me Had 1 been really
clever 1'd have deduced whe exiatence
of this message long before I entered
the rootn. As it Is, It's luck—pure
lack! 1'in glad 1o win on any terms,
but I'd ruther win by scleatitic deduce-
tlon. C. Aunguste Dupin would have
come stralght upstairs, walked straight
to thut basketl and selected unerringly
this sheet of paper; he would have
known that |t was there, while I—well,
one can ouly do one's best, and this
point was a little toe fine for me, Take
a look at it

It was a sheet of the ordinary Edge-
mere note paper. Across it two lines
were written:

Be at the pergola at 8.
walt for me,

"“Well,” 1 faltered; “well”—

“Oh, dou’t you see, Lester, it's the
key to the whole problem? It's the
light we've been looking for—with our
eyes shut And to think that Instead
of coming stralght here for It 1 should
bave stumbled about in the dark fou
so long! 1t's the ouly possible explana-
tion, and yet 1 didn’t think of it. It
W3 inevitable from the first, and yet
I conldn’t see it. It disgusts me with
myself -it's what I get for belng so
cocked up over finding that bottle
down there. Even after 1| saw that
blotter 1 didu't guess It

He had taken out a card, and as he
sentence on it

If I am late
G.

: gl

trate the mystery.

truth—to0 vague to be
100 obscure to be discerned clearly. 1
was trembling with eagerness. 1
deavored te string upon a common
thread the bits of evidence which had
seemed to Godfrey so lmportant—the
bottle, the serutelies on the wall, the
coat rack, the broken cune, the note;
but for the life of me 1 could see no
connection between them. Yet | knew
there must be or Godfrey would vot
now be walking up nnd down the room
with a face =0 beaming, »o trinmphant.

“Miss Croydon will see you at once,
slr,” announced Thomas from the
throesbold, and we followed him to the
farther end of the corridor, where he
tappad ot a door. A voice bade us
enter,

She was standing by a window, look-
ing out neross the waters of the bay,
and she did not turn for an instant—
not, Indeed, wntil Godfrey had closed
the door carefully beliind him, 1 have
secn few more  regal, more
magnificent, yet there was about hep—
in her face, in the droop of her figure—
such an alr of utter misery, of exquisite
suffering. that, after the first moment,
one forgot to admire heor in the desire
to be of servive

WO n

“You wished to see me? she usked,
in a low voles,

“Yes, Miss replied God-
frey. more gertly perhaps than he had
ed to speak. "“This 1s Mr. Las-

Crovdon,”™

te 1 dded, “who has been engaged
to fond Mr, Dry=sdale.”

Blie neknowledged the Introduction
with the faintest of bows.

“T hope Mr. Lester will be success-
ful,” she sald, In the coldest of tones.
One wo hnve thought her a mere
chance aoquaintance of my client.

I saw Gaodfrey looking at her with

searching eyes, and his face hardened.
“We mean to bhe suceessful,” be sald
curtly. “Yoon may as well ask us to sit
down, Miss Crovdon, becapnse our busl-
ness here time, and 1
am su t will tire you to stand.”
“Realiy.”
met hi=, In
very well”
Into the chair

will take =ome

she began: then her eyes
“Oh,
sald faintly and sank

neurest her,

ning with meaning.

<lie

“Now, Miss Croydon,” Godfrey con
tinued ¢ the same coldly loperative

e, “1 Intend to speak to you bluntly
and direct We have beaten about
the bush too long nlreads I see that
you are uot inclined to deal frankly
with us Yon v not beenn frank

with us from the first. You have sought
W us off the track.
ITherefore 1 sholl tell you what we
lrendy in order that you may
realize how useless 1t I8 for you to try
to hald us off. We're golng to see that
the gullty mwan is punisbied, not for this
erime nlone, but for that other
the Marathon, of which you
the only You shall not
be permitted w keep him from justice
n duy longer. In the first place, we
know that this man Tremaine inveigled
Four sister loto a schoolgirl elopement
aud marrlage; she was rescued from
him; =he thought him dead; she mar-
ried Delroy;: came to New York: Tre
Ine followed her and attempted the
extortion of Blackmall; you met him at
ibe Maruthon; while

to Llind us to

kKnow

n s

0de 4

Wore wilness,

yout were talking

Thomwpson  interfered and Tremaive
killed him, eseaplog before the officers
arrived. You did not kuow Thompson,
but you sa mmuonds and me tuke
out his pockethook You beavd me

read o lin
of elippin
we

or two from one of a packet
s we found there, and while

the bexdrootu you touk those
clippings from the body and hid them
utdler the edge of the carpet™

She bLreatlisd n long

were

sigh and sat

erect agaln

“AlL" she sald, with a little smile, “1
was beginning to fear you, all that
#eclied so superoataral, lut now 1

fee where
from."
“It 15 correct, then ¥
“Yes" she answeored,
Guodfrey Jeane ok in

i of relief.

your information ¢ame

asked |;-I¢lfrl'_\'.
Y s

his chalr, with

Ile had won the

a long siz
battle.

“Miss Croydon,” he sald, “I'm golng
o reward you for your fraukness hy
telling you s which | had o
tended to ke awhile Jonger,
Just to punich Your sister never
wits the Tremaine and has
nothing fear from him
He has no holl on her at all.  She has
never been anybody's wife but Mr
Delroy's."

She was sturing at bim with widely
opened eyes, her hinmds claspesd abave
her heart

*Oh, If It were really so!™ she orled
“If it were really sol™

“It s repeatm] Godfrey, and
took a little yellow envelope from his
pocket, “Road this™ And be oufolded
& sheet of paper and held It toward
her.

She took it with trembling hand and
rend the message written upon it, but
secemingly without understanding it

“It is a cuble” he explained, “from
the Record's correspondent at Dieppe.

Your pardon, Lester,” he added, with
A fleeting smile; 1 forgot to show It
to you on the trip out. FPlease read It
alond, Miss Croyvdon.”™

“The widow of Vietor Charente,” ghe
read in a low volee, *“died here Feb,
21, W01l Had never married again"”
She looked up, her brows still knitted.
“Well ™ she asked,

“Well,” sald Godfrey, “Victor Cha-
rente Is the real name of Tremalne, He
married that girl many years before
he met your slster. She was his Jegal
wife. Your sister never was, She was
never the legal wife of any one except
Richard Delroy."

She understood now, and the glad
tears burst forth unrestrained. 1In-
deed, she made no effort to restra‘n
them, but only rocked back and forth,

ething
' savret
you.
of

wile
whintey

w0,

S

“Your sistor never was the wife of Tre-
maine”

walt untll she wakes.
awaking It will be!™ And she sat
dovn sgain. Bhe wiped nway the
lears, but her eves were still shining.
Godfrey gazed at her with a face full
of emotion

“Now, Croydon,” he began,
“you've told me that my theory's cor-
reet, but there are three or four polnts
I sbould like you to help me clear up,
ir You will.™

“1 shall be glad
answered, and smils
brimming sgaln.
load from

What n joyful

Mlss

to If I can,™ she
d at him, ber eyvea

“You've lifted such a
AMr. Godfrey, that I'd
do almost nuything to show my grati
tude.™

Why,

change

me,

looking

soften, bhn

did his face
Why did his
hamds tremble so? It was over ln an
Instant; yet [ had eanght n glimpse of
his seeret. 1 understood.

“It was nothing.” he sald. “1 was
glad to do It. I was deeply plensed
when that message came this morn-
tng.™

“You've been kinder to me than I de-
gerved,” she sald; nnd 1 more than half
agreed with her. How, with his eyes
before ber, could she fail to under-
staud? Perhaps she did understand. 1
WiE Dever sure,

“In the first place, then, Migs Croy-
don,” he went ot, In a Jdifferent tone,
“iow did your father succeed in got-
tiug your sister away from Tremalne?”

“They bad goue to Paris” she an-
swersd, “and In two or three days
Edith had awakeued from her droam.
Bhe saw something In the man which

terrified hers and she wrote a pititul
i

letter to an‘i", wenut over to
Paris ut wl’ succeeded in
buying the MI. Father pald him

GOO0 fraves, 1 belleve, Perbiaps It was
the fact that he knew be was not really
Editl’s husband, that he himself had
comunlited n erime, which made hilm
take it. ie agreed to loave the coun-
try, and o the followlng December he
wrote father that be wis abont to sall
for Martinlque In a P ealled the
Centaur He sald he Intended to buy
a pluntation at Martlulque and make
that hi In February we learned
that the Cettaur had been lost, with all
ot board. After elght years It seemed

her,

sl

certnin thot e was dead, and BEdith
felt free to juarry nganin,”™

“Was Mr. Dwilroy loformed of this
early Indiscretion¥y™

“{ord v, and forgave It, ns any

goud mnan would™

“Pardon me for asking the question,
Miss Croyvdon: but It was LCeSSary,
When was it you first learned that Tre-
maine was <till allve¥"

“Onpe nlght pearly two months ago
Edith brought his letter to me. She
was wild, distracted, ready to kill her-
self—that |s what T have feared every
day since. She loves Mr. Delroy, Mr.
Godfrey, snd yet she belleved herself
the wife of another man. He demand.
od that sbe meot bim in that apartment
house. I knew she could not benr such
a meeting, and yet he must be seen.

I offersd to go In her stead. I bad
some Wikl llen of appealing to his
better nature, of persuading him*—
She stopped, silenced by her own
emotion

“That, of course, would not have

altered the fact that your sister was
his wife.” olserved Godfrey.

“Noo That was the terrible part of it;
nothing conld alter that. There must,
of course, he g separation, but we
thought we wounld solve that problem
after we hid settied the other. So |
went. He opened the door for me.
I had never ween him, and 1 confess
his appeariuce and manuer were not
at all what [ expected. He did not
look in the least like a scoundrel, or
did be act like one. He listened to me
with atteution and seéming respect,
He even appenred moved. O, 1 know
now what & hypocrite he was. I know
that he was Innghlog at me; that be was
plauning something deeper, more vil-
lalnous. 1 bhad brought £1.200 with
me—all that we could gather together
at that moment—and I pressed It upon
him, urging bim to take it and go away
and we would send him more. He pre-
tended to refuse the money, to protest
that that was not In the least what he
wanted, but | compelled him to take
it. And just as I wuas hoping that |
bhad prevailed with him the door of
the bedroom opened and a horrible
drunken man staggered out.

“*"Well, Vie,” be eried, ‘so this Is th'
gal, is t? She's a likely plece. 1
wouldn’t give her up, Vie, no, not fer
ten thousand'—

roughly by the arm. .
“But the other shook him off.
“‘Don't lay your hands on me, Viel'
he cﬂ:ﬂ. ‘Don't dare lay your bhands
on me!

look flashed irlo
Trewnlne's face for a second time; he
snutched out a revolver: 1 dimly wun-
derstood whnt was coming—Indeed, I
had wy own revolver In my hand, and

She stopped and buried her face In
ber hands, overcome for the moment
by the terrible gpectacle her words had
evoked.

She controlled berself by an effort,
took Jdown ber hands—

“He put bis pistol away and stepped
over very closae to me.

“Miss Croydon,” be sald rapidly, ‘it
will be well for yon to say you did not
know me. I bave committed no erime;
he wus the aggressor: what I did was
done In self defense. One thing more
~your sister hns nothing to fear from
we: 1 shalli never bother her again; I
promise youn that.'

“He wns gone In an Instant, and
then the janitor came and you and the
fetectives.”

Godfrey nodded thoughtfully.

*That supplies the motive, Leoster™
ke sald. “1 have felt that my explana-
tion of the crime was not guite ade-
quate. Bt It was pot ouly desire for
revenge that urged Tremalne om: it
was ni=o the knowledge that Thompson
knew of his first marriage and threat-
ened with a word to wreek his plans
R second thne™

“Yes" T ngreed and sat sileat, pon-
dering the story.

“Why did you take the ecllppings,
Misy Croydon?® nsked Godfrey after a
moment.,

"From what
suspected how

you read of them I
vitally they concerned
my That was a secret, 1 felt,
which must e kept at any hazard. It
was done without consideration, on the
&pur of the ut, or I should never
bhave had the g to do it at all.™

“And why did you hide them under
the carpet ¥

Sl
Tifted

vsunl self

silster

Inugzhed outriglt.

Shie fast

The lond was

wus beconilng  her

“I hnd a wild klea thiat FOU Were go-

Fig to seareh e, 1 saw st loose
pince in the carpet the jastant [ arose
with the elippings In wmy hamd, Onee

I had put them there 1 had oo chance
al all to get them again.'™

Godfrey nodided,

“You tried to get them the day after
the Inquest, dldn't you "

“Yes; Lut the Jaunltor was so afrald of
me that he wouldu't even let me go
npstairs"

“*Awd there weren't any papers?”

"No; that was a He. 1 saw 1 must
fnvent ope—-that I must offer some ex-
planation of my presence there™

“IMd Tremaive keep Ll promjse®”

“Not to bother my sister? Yes: he
mentiomned it again oply to assure me
that the past was decd—that be would
fiever revive it

"Hut how could you adwmit his pres.
enoe hore¥”

SHow could
Nr. I‘Q’I"-‘\\
weren't strong
wihole story.™

"You mean you told him part of 1t?™

“Thete has been a victunl separation
ever since Mr. Trew ppeared.”

(;w'.fi‘i-'\' pased re

we prevent it? It was
who brought bim. We
enough to twll hlm the

“Why were you %o agituted,” be con-
tinved flually, “when you were asked
to identify Jimmy the Dude at the In-
guest ™

“Hecanse 1 4id 1dentity him"™

“You di ¥

“Yes—as the man [ had seen talking
to the janltor in the lower ball. Let
me explaln, Mr. Godfrey, When I was
nuked suddenly for a description of the
murderer, | was taken aback; 1 en-
deavored to think, to collect myself—

and 1 remembered the man I had
passad ln the hall. SVithout stopplng
to consider—wishing only to disarm

suspiclon—1 deseribed bim roughly as
I remembered him., When 1 was con-
fronted with him at the inquest next
day, 1 instauntly realized what 1 had
done—~1 had implicated an lunocent
man—and It turned we a little talnt for
a moment.”

“Had you ever met him¥%

“Met Nm ¥ she repeated In surprise,
““.:i_\'. no,™

“Buat he seemed to know you"

“Oh"—nnd sbe Inughed agnin—*1 had
a letter from him wext day, a letter
filled with gratitude, touching even, It
secms that my sister and I had helped
his family—a mother and sister—with-
out knowlng It while e was away"—

At Sing Slug. He's the most expert
burglar in New York, but he's got his
god points too. Witness his taking
Thompson bowe that ulght.”

“Yex; he wanted to do anything he
could 1o belp me. 1 ntend to look up
Jimmy."” .

“Do, I you can reform him the
New York police force will be mighty
gratefal”

“I'm gouing to try,” she sald. And I
rather envied Jmmy.

Goilfrey leaned back in his chair,
with a sigh of satisfuction.

“1 think that clears up that affalr
pretty well”™ he said, “and that brings
us to the secomd nud more serious one.
And first, Misz Croydon, T want to ask
you if you think it was just the right
thing to let them march Jack Drys-
dale off to prison when a single word
from you might have suved him?

CHAPTER XXVIIL

OM  me?" repeated Miss
Croydon blankly. A stogle
waord from me? 1 do not
undersiand you, Mr. God
- You mean to say,” demanded
Godfrey with emphasis, “that you do
not know where Mr. Drysdale Wwas
Monday night; that you were not your-
self the cause of his leaving the
bouse?"

She was staring at him with distend-

the most positive way, but my refusal
provoked Mr, Tremaine to an Intem-
perance of lunguage which Mr. Drys
dale resented aund which he thought 1
should bave reseuted 1o, He demand-
ed that | explain to him Mr, Tremaline's
position, and 1 promised to do so on
the very evening he—bhe stayed sway

from the house. His staying away
offended me deeply.”
Godfrey boad listened with intent

eyes anl o guick nod from time
time,

“There ia only one point lacking.” he
sald. “Didl Tremaine know of your
Intention to tell Drysidale the story

“Yes; he even charged me with that
Intention,™

“Al. be had listened ot a keyhole
probuabiy.™

“He sald that Mr, Drysdale himscll
had told him. 1 misht aldd, Me Gl
frey, that 1 met Mr. Drysdale and the
oll inn the hall that mornimg ns
they were going sway, and { nplored
him ta tell them where he had been
He answered me with such Insalt and
contempt that I thought he must e

TS

maed.”*

“Aund vo wonder! Yon were plaving
at eross purposes. 1 presume, then,
that it was not you who wrote Mr,

Drysdale this note? and he handed her
the erumpled sheet of paper ho had
fishedd froen Drysdale’s wastoebasket.

She took it with trembling bhand:
already beginning to suspect, perhaps,
what It contained.

“‘Ba at the poergoln at she
read. “‘If I am late, wait for me. '
1 certaluly uvever wrote any such note
as that, Mr. Goldfrey. Where did It
come from?”

“Is It In your handwriting¥*

“Why, yes," she
at it more closely. “That ls, {1 Is some
thing like. Oh! I begin o see™ she
eried, and I eaw her selwed with a sud
den convalsive shuddering.

“Yes" sald Godfrey, It was n pretty
plot, This pote lured him from the
bouse and kept bim awny until the
storm cune ap and e was foreed to
abandon the bope of meeting you. He
concluded that you were pluying with
him. When he returned to the house
he found that you had spent the even
Ing with Tremnine. Afterward, in his
roop, he did o number of violent and
foolish things., Finally he detormined
to go away. He started to pack his
belongings—aud then, in the hall, you,
as he thought, added insult to Injury
by nsking him to tell™—

Ehe stopped him with a wild gesture

“Oh, I must see Wm!” she cried
“Something must be done™

“Somethlng slall be done” Godfrey
assured her, rising.  ““T'he real culprit
sbiall be n custody toulght.”

*“The real culpeit™ The
rested lher attention

“Who but Tremniney™

“Trengiue? But Le was in the house,
A8 you know, I talked with tim for a
loug time."

“T'hat Is all, 1 thiuk,” sald Godfrey.

“One thing more, Mr, Godfrey,” she
enld. “Do you think we'd better tell
Mr. Delroy the storsi”

"Yes," answered Godfrey decidedly,
*Tell him the whole story. That's al
ways the best way sud the safest. Re

nuswerind, looking

words ar

member, your ek of frankness has
already cost one Human life, Your
sister has incurred no gullt. She hns

commitied po fault, ller husband will
have nothing to forgive™

“And the publicy”

“The public? What has the publie to
do with it?

“But I thought—you see—you'—

“Oh, you thought 1 would write it up
In the Record? | have no such inten-
tion, Miss Croydon. [ shall let that
first trapgedy rest.  This second one
will be enough—and, after all, Tre
maine hus only one life for the law to
take.”

“Pardon we,” sbhe sald quickly, hold-
Ing ou* her hand. *1 see I have offend-
ed you. You must forgive me.”

“Oh, T do,” he said, taking her hand
and s=miling Into her eyes—allowing
himself 1 moment's rewnrd, “Even a
yellow journallst, Miss Croydon, bas
his reticences. Thats hard to believe,
fsn't it

“Not when one knows them," she
answered, and opened the door for us,

Thomas was walting in the hall.

“Anything else, gle? he asked.

“No,” sald Godfrey, “We've finished
here. Now let us have our trap.”

We stopped a moment in the lbrary
to say goodby to Delroy. He came
forward eagerly to meet us.

“Well?™ he ssked. “Can you clear
Jack ¥

“Yes,” sald Godfrey,
What's more, we will"”

“Thank God!™ and Delroy passed his
hand across his forebead. “This whole
thing hias been a sort of terrible night-
mare to me, Mr, Godfrey. I'm hoping
that I may even yet wake up and find
that it was all ouly a dream.”

Godfrey smiled a little bitterly.

“I'm afraid you won't do that, Mr.
Delroy,” he said, “but, at least, I be
lieve you'll find that fn the end it will
sweep a great unhappiness out of your
Iife. And I'm sure that, with Mr,
Lester’s bhelp, I can ciear Drysdale.”

Thomus came to tell us that our trap

“we can.

“Oh, T must sce him!" ghe cried.
with a round face, who had been Jean-
Ing against the cigar stand and who
Iimmedintely came forward to meet us.

“I am Coroner Heffelbower,” he said,
with an evident appreciation of his
own lmportance. “I belleve you are t'e

gentlemnen who represent Mr, Drys-
dale?”
“Mr. Lester here. of Grabham &

Royee, will represent Mr, Drysdale”
expiained Goldfrey, "1 am merely one
of his friends™

“The inguest, 1 belleve, is sot for to-
morrow morning at 10 o'clock? I
nsked

“You, sir; tongh we shall hardly get
to t'¢ evidence before afternoon Te
morning will be speut In looking ofer
te scene of Ve erime.”

“I understamd,” sald Godfrey with
studied artlessuess, “that you have
found the missing neckloee,”

The coroner fushed a little., Evl-

dently this was a sore subject,

“No, sir,"” e answered: “we haven't
found it. I haf about come to t'e con-
clusion t'at Drysdale t'rew It into t'e
pay.”

“But” I objected, “he'd hardly have
committed o murder In order to galn
possession of It only to throw It away.™

“"He would If my teory Iss right,
8ir,” returned the coroner, with some
spirit,

“Whnt |3 your theory ™ T askesd.

“No matier, no matter,”
falrly bloated with wself
“You will see tomorrow,”

Godfrey was looking nt
eyes alight with mirth,

“I see he broke in. “Accept
compliments, Mr. ITefMeibower,
the only theory which fits the
Don’t yon usderstand, Lestor?

importance.

hitn, uls

my
It Is
case,
Here's
’ youug man of wealth, who dellber-
ately woes oot and kilia a man, steals

L necklace and throws It inte the
oceR T He atiompte to estalllsh vo
alibi: he refuesy to auswer gquestions;
after the murder hie rapges aroynd In

his room nmd bHreeaka » be insults

the girl be's engapst 1a; quarrels with
hix best friemd. Why, it's as phin as
day! A man who would bohave lke

that must L'

“Crary ™ eried the coroner, beaming
with satisfaction. “I could not hat put
t'e case potter myself, sir!™

And Gaodfrey gravely bowed hils.
thanks at the compliment.

[To re coxmixvrn.) I

Time for Disappearing.
It was 10:30 by the cuckoo clock.
“Father,” sald the dear girl, “used
to be a erack foothall player.™
“I—er—guess I'd better be going.™
rejoined the young man. “He's rath-
er near-sighted, 1 belleve, and might

mistake me for the ball"—Chicagc
Daily News.

His Reason.

“He's a gentleman.”

“Nonsense! He's a anob.”

“He always glves up his seat In a
car to a woman,”

"That's because sltting down bags
the knees of his trousers."—Cleveland
Leader.

Hadn't Shaved in a Week.

First Camper—I] nate to go home,
but T promised my wife I'd be back to~
night.

Second Ditto—8end her a pleture of
yoursell as you are now; she'll want
you to stay away as long as possible.
—Detorit Free Press.

1920.
First Airship Crank—Back from

discoveries?

Anid be was I.



